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O F GETTING 


PREFERMENT, 


Yoke 


Great Ijraet s King, and ſtrenuous Hand 
Rooted from out the ſacred Land 
Curs'd BaaPs Prieſts, aſſiſt my Song, 


And lend thy Inffence to my young 
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2 The Farunn's Dauchrzx: Or, 


And feeble Muſe. Or thou, great - Sage, 
Whoſe Art o'ercame the Dragon's Rage, 
And pour'd juſt Vegneance and Diſgrace 
On Bell, and all his helliſh Race 
Of wicked Prieſts, propitious ſmile, 
And cheriſh with thy ſacred Oil 

My unfledg'd Pinions, leaſt in vain 

I try the wondrous Task t'explain: 

To trace the Maze whoſe wand'ring End 
Does to Preferment's Summit tend; 

And teach the trembling Youngſter how 
To imooth an angry Pr—te's Brow. 


Where the deep Ouſe, with gentle Tide, - 
Her clear refreſhing Streams do glide, 
Whoſe Banks with lofty Turrets grac's 
Where Domes magnificent are plac'd 
Which form a Town, to Proſpect fair, 
Renowned for it's Lordly + Mayor. 

Here a Cathedrals Gothick Spires 

The wondring Eye with Proſpect tires, 
Daniel. + York. | 

Near 
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Near which, upon the facred Lands, 
A ſplendid Mitred Palace flands. 

By whofe grand Buildings are outſhone 
St, James c, or fam'd Kenſftagton. 

In which an old, thin, meager Prieft, 
(Right Reverend by Divine Grace) 
Batten'd in holy Luxury 

And all that Epicures agree 

The Swmmum Bouam's of Delight, 
Indulg'd his pamper'd Appetite. 

No needy Poor, how much diſtreſs d, 
Was ever at his Gate carefs'd. 

No limping Cripple here you'd fee 
To ask his Lordſhip's Charity: 

No, all ſuch Wickedneſs of Courſe 

He dcem'd as Sacrilege, or worſe: 
And thoſe who boldly dar'd intrude, 
Were fent to Gaol for being rude : 

For why? He prov'd by Right Divine, 
Fhat ſuch muft either work or pine. 
And that God's Bleſſings only were 


The Right of his peculiar Care. 


B 2 The 


4 The Parka DAUGHTER : Or, 


The promis'd Land alone domed” 

Was only for the choſen Seed ; 

Fiom hence he faid *twas wond'r rous plain, 
The Poor were e the curs'd Seed of Cain. | 


Strange Morals theſe to preach, or rather f 
FS: inherit Breaſt of Rev'rend Father! | 
But howſo.? or abſurd or new 


The Text might ſeem, he prov'd i It true, 
By Pr:cedent and Precept too. 


But wen ereft in purple Chair 


In Minſter ſet; with holy Leer, 


No bawdy Chor iſter's lewd Eye 

To ogle was fo keen as he. 

Not Fli's wit ked Sons of Yore 

Did half ſo much admire a Whore, 

Thoꝰ they lay with them at? Church door. 
Such petty trifling Crimes as thele oy 
Might trouble qucamiſn Conſcienges ; 5 


® 1 Sam. ii. 22. 


And 


The Art of getting Preferment, 5 
And what's a Sin in private Prieſt, 
To ſacred Lawn is all a Jeſt: 
For there's a Diff rence in the Caſe 
Bet yixt the Noble and the Baſe. 


King David kiſsd Uriab's Wife, 
Silence you Hictite on your Life. 
Suppoſe his Lordſhip does as much? | 
Hiſt good Cornelius Tacitus. f 
T hat Cuckold ſure muſt Heav'a adorn I 
That bears a Mitre on his Horn, 

And he's moſt ſure of Happineſs, 

Whom ſuch a Pilot ſteers to bliſs. 

Then pray don't murmur —bleſs your Fate, 
Since holy Leacher's made you great. 


Jeſting aſide - let's ſee what parts 
His Lordſhip favours for Deſerts. 


Do any ſue unto his Gr—ce 
For a fat Living or a Place ? 
| Mn Don's 


5 De Finitzx ' Daverrrs : 055 


Don't plead your! Merk Tuſb, what's chat. 
A Thing of Nothing ——meer Chit Chat. 


But ſend your handfome Wiſfe——don't fear 


Beauty has Charms to gain the Ear 

Of fow'reſt Pr tes. Let her plead 
Your Right—My Life, Sir, you ſucceed. 
No Teſtimanials half fo facred 

As good plump W—re, or Maiden · head 
Pimp, Bawd, or Pander, if yow'd be 
Advanced to Poſt of high Degree.. 

Thus recommended without Pain, 

You'lt nnn or 2 Dean. 


een ae off— nor dare advance, 
Who ſue on otlier vain pretence. 


His Lord ſhip's not at Home to Day, 

Or out of Order and can't ſee ye, 

Pray come to morrow—= then be fure 
WithGown,ſtarcl'd Band, and lob ks demure, 


24 A alqaid brevibes G5aris & Carrere dizzy 
Sis ( ali Juren. Sat. 
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The Art of getting Preferment. 7 
Tattend th' inhoſpitable Gate ME 
Aud Hat in Hand molt humbly wait : 

Till the rude Porter (ſaucy Lout,) 


Tells you his Lordſhip is gone out. 

Or elſe his Chaplain —— (ſervile Beaſt) 

In Scarf and Silken Caffock dreſ te 
Informs you, Sir, that your whole Caſe 
He's truly laid before his Grace ; 

And that he's very forry to- . 
Acquaint you that it will not da, ; 
And if you ask the Fop for why? 

Your Teſtimonials —Sir—Good by. 


Obſerve that Silk-worm, I'II diſcloſe IS, | 
How he to his Prefermeat roſe. } 


When 6:ſt turn d out of He College; 
With little Merit agd leſs Knowledge,  \ | 
The Mental Thing was glad to ferve'- . + * |Þ 
For forty Pounds a-year, or ftarve: ' _\\ | 
Hece the demute but pious Cheat, 1 
The Baſis of his Greatneſs get, 
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8 De Faxnes's DavenrzR Or; 


in holy Church on the Lord's Day 


None with more Fervor eber did pray, 
. Or with more Judgment cou'd explain 


The knotty Text---moſt wondrous plain : 


| So great his Zeal was, ſome wou'd tell ye, 


He'd got a Demon in his Belly. 


And as the Pythian Oracle; 


Informed by the De---l in Hell, 


Wou'd roll its ghaſtly Eyes, and ſtare 
As if the God inhabit there: 


So this ſame Spark well vers'd was he 


In Feats of holy Chicanry. > 


Theſe Merits in a ſound Divine 
Mark'd down to Grace were ſure to ſhine, 
And recommend the holy Man, g- 
To Favour of Dioceſan, 

And having gain'd the promis'd Place, 
Domeſtick Chaplain· to his Grace, 


TH" induſtrious Youth try d ev'ry Art 


To win his pious Patton's Heart. 


The Ars of getting Preferment. 9 


He'd learn'd to lie, to cogg, and Flatter, 
This Peer to praiſe,“ or that beſpatter, 

Juſt as it ſuits his Grace's Will, 

To ſay, or gainſay, Good, or Il, 

His ev'ry Action, and his Word, 

ExaCtly tally'd to his Lord. 

Not Wacchym to height Sedrophel, 

More truſty was, or pleas'd to well. 

Not Pimp for Bawd, or Bawd tor Wh—re. 


Cou'd ever ffatter, or do more. ; 
Thus by ſuch honeſt Arts as theſe, 
The Youth his pious Maſter pleas'd. 4 
For which his Neſt's, well feather'd thick, 1 
With livings large Eccleſiaſtick. | 


Theſe are the Arts, which once obtain'd? 
Prefermeats eafily are gain'd. 


Whip me the.Dunce, who vain pretends | 
By Learning, for to gain his ends. | 
Go butn your Horace, Ariflotle, 

Or pawn them for that Friend a Bottle, 
C Vin 


10 The FaAMEX T Davenrzx: Or; 
Your Hugo Grotius, Pearſon's Creed, 
Will tand you but in little ſtead. 

No, if you want a Favour fawn, 

Cringe to his Porter, court his Groom. 
Pimp for his Chaplain, Secretary, 

This done —— your bufineſs Sir — is ready. 
You think this baſe, or mean — agreed, 
To him whoſe's from the Bondage freed. 
But thoſe who can't their Freedom gain, 
Muſt be content to hug the Chain, 

Still do you boggle ? — well go on, 
Throw up your buſineſs — I have done. 
Why ſhou'd you think it not their due. 
T*expe@ this Courteſie from you? 

When for his Lordſhip humbly they, 

Do this, and ten times more each Day. 


The Ancient Rule preſcrib'd by Paul, 
Is nothing valu'd now at all. 
No Tryal of the Holy Spirit, 
But want of Friends, is want of — Merit. 
My 


ma os $. 


The Art of getting Preferment. 11 


My Lady Dutcheſs fends a Letter, 
Neither for Senſe, or Hand, the better, 
My Lord, the Bearer's of our Party, | 
An Honeſt Fellow, true and hearty ; 
Who, laſt Election for the C rt, 

And good Sir R—d gave his Yote. 


T heſe are Credentials ſuch as thaſe, _ 
That our Right Reverend Fathers pleaſe : 
No Latin then, or Heath'niſh Greek, 


| You? r ask'd to conſtrue or to ſpeak. 


No, Sir, you! re qualify'd I know, 
Behold her Grace has aid you're ſo: 
And She” sm ſure of great diſcerning, 


Of pious Liſe, and upright Learning. 


No filly Trifles of the Stage, 

Engage her grave and ſerious Age; 

But Acts of Parl'a aments, grave Laws, 
Eftabliſh'd i in our Country? s Cauſe; 4 
Which make Trade flouriſh, Britain great, 


Deep, ſolid | Myſteries c of Stare 5 


C29 I Freely 
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12 The FaRM RNS DAUGHTER : Or, 


I Freely grant you Sir the Place, 


And wiſh you Joy — God fave her Grace. 


Though the Petitioner's a Fool, 

Ne'er College knew, or yet a School, 
Nay, be he Pick-Pocket or Pander, 
Renown'd for Blaſphemies, or Slander ; 
Such Teſtimonaal in a Trice, 

Will waſh him clean, and dubb him Prieſt. 
But grant your Parts do far outſhine, 


Renowned Hammond, ſound Divine; 
Or punning South, or Tillotſon, 


Or Stillingfleet, or Learned Brown *; 
Pleas'd you may think your ſtudious Vaio 


Large Church Preferments ſure will gain, 


Be not deceiv'd , "tis all in vain. 


Had you the Knowledge of St. Paul, 
T'explain moſt Myſteries, nay knew all, 
With Tongue that never ſpoke untrue, 
And Life moſt blameleſs — *twou'd not do. 


Doctor, Biſhop of Cerk, and Author of the Extent of the 


Was 


Human Underſtanding. 


The Art of getting Preferment. 13 


Was he who all our Suff "rings bore, 
T*Deſcend on Earth, as heretofore, 
And our frail Mortal Fleſh put on, 

Be born again a Virgin's Son, 
*Tis dubious if ſuch Innocence, 
Wou'd not to his Lordſhip give Offence. 


But hold my Friend you'r hurry'd on, 
By your unruly, ſland'rous Tongue, 
Dare you affirm his Lordſhip never, 

On Men of Merit ſmiles with favour ? 
That none but Bauds, and Panders are 
The Objects of his miter'd Care? 
Z—ds Sir, 'tis falſe I ſay — as ſoon, 

Il believe it ſnows in ſultry June. 


Pray Sir compoſe yourſelf — dont fly, 
At what J have ſaid, or ſtart — for why ? 
Ill make it wond'rous plain to you ſoon, 
As Mid-day Sun, or Mid-night Moon. 
Nay, you yourſelf ſhall try the Caſe, 


And rows that nought I've ſaid is baſe,” 
Wait 


* — —— .: « —%E * 
9 * 
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Wait on his Lordſhip, and there preſs 
For Orders, or a Benefice; 


And, to be ſure you won't miſcarry 3 
Pray all your proper Tackling carry. 


With Preſentation to a Vic'rage, 

Joyn'd with Certifitate of Age, 

As for Examinatiog-—fough ! 

You'll cap, his Grace, and Chaplain too; 


Theſe are your Tools, I own them good, 
Tis well if fo they're underſtoods 


At laſt Election did not you 
Poll for Sir M—s, your Patron too, 


And what of that ?—I own *tis true. 
Am ! not free to give my Voice 

Where Honour calls me to. the Choice ? 
Pl! ſooner be a Wor, and hide 

In unh, than Freedom be deny'd. 


Beſides 


A Teſtimonial firſt is ask d — 
Of blameleſs Life for three Years paſt, 
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The Art of getting Preferment. | I's = 
Beſides all honeſt Meh, and true, 
Voted as 1 did——and will do. 


Enjoy your Sentiments, proceed, 
Here s fix to four you don't ſucceed; 
why not? his Grace to th other Party 
Was Tooth and Nail ſincere and hearty, 
And firmly is refolv'd that thoſe 
Who did his Intereſt oppoſe, 
He'll perſecute with all his Pow'r, 
As Saul the Chriſtians heretofore; 
Therefore * tis requiſite the Man 
Who courts his Grace turn Cat-in=pan. 
Now, Sir, your Sentiments what [ 
Part with my Principles ? PI die, 
Be baniſh'd to the Great Mogul, 
Or tugg an Oar, or break my Scull; | 
Turn Small-coal-man, or drive a Dray, 
Than Conſcience Dictates not obey. 
You're at your Liberty I own, | 
But ceaſe Pretenſie ions to the Gown. = 
Sooner ? 


Sooner the Longitude you'll gain, 

Or Nor- Weſt Paſſage o'er the Maia, 
Or find the Phænix's ſpicy Neſt. 

Than for theſe Tenets be careſs'd. 


16 The Fatmsr's Davenrrr's Or; 


Now what d'ye think on'c? Sir, I owa 


*Tis wondrous ſtrange——bur I have 


No, if you'll be conſpicuous ſeen, 


done. 


Read Mother Bed ill or Grace Green. 


Theſe Heroines will teach you how 
To ſmooth his Grace's angry Brow, 
Pleaſe his Ill- Nature, gain his Love, 
And pliant make him as a Glove; 


I ſee you're chaf'd, pray, Sir, forbeat, 


*Tis common, and what all muſt bear 


That court his Lordſhip, without doybt, 


Preferments are not got without. 
What's to 'be done you cry, or how 
Like Man of Honour muſt you do? 


* Two Notorious Bawds. 


Truce 
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The Art of getting Preferment. 17 


Truce with your Spleen a while, and ſpiglit 
Th' enſuing Tale will ſet you right. 


Near to his Gr—'s Palace ſtood, 


Umbrellow'd by a Neighbouring Wood. 


A lonely Farm in which did dwell, 


Old Gaffer Hob, and his Wife Nell. 


Here with content the homely Pair, 
Enjoy'd the Fruits of conſtant care. 

He daily Threſh*d, or held the Plough. 
She Night and Morning milk'd her Cow: 
Thus chearful and contented they, 

Ne're fear'd th' approaching Quarter- day; 
But for the uſe of Houſe and Grounds 


Paid annual Tribute twenty Poui d.. 


In Pariſh Offices he'd been. 
Serv'd Overſeer, and Church-Warden, 
And none ſo conſtant or ſo true, 


paid Prieſt his Tithes when they were due, 


Nell's wooden Bowls in order plac'd, 
With decent cleanlineſs were grac'd; 
wn Her 


—— —— — 
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18 The Farmer's DaucuTER : Or, 


Her Table plentitully ſirew'd, 

With ruſtick dainties neat and good: 
Here cleanlineſs with Peace conſented, 
That Hob and Nell might live contented. 
Beſides thoſe Bleſſings they were ſped, 


In comforts of the Nuptial bed. 
A luſty Boy they had call'd Namps, 


Some what thick headed, quite a Dunce. 
But his fair Siſter's Charms divine, 
With Luſtre unadorn'd did Shine. 


Our Farmer being ſomething proud, 
T*advance his hopeful Heir thought good, 
Sent him to Pedagogue, to hammer 
Tough Nouns, and Pronouns, and learn 

Grammar. 


Here the dull Dolt with aking Head 
And ſmall Improvement; nine years read; 
At laſt grown Man (though Child in know. 

ledge) 
They ſend the Bumkin to Queen's College, 
For 


„ 
n 
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For Gaffer Hob had often ſaid 

He thought a Parſon a good Trade. 

For with fmall Trouble, and leſs Pains, 
They reap the Fruits of others gains. 


Therefore he firmly did proteſt, 
That his Son Hob ſhou'd be a Prieſt. 
Obſerve the Booby in a Gown, 


Can any place reform a Clown? 


No there's no ſtriving *gaiaſt the grain 
So Numps a Numps will *ere remain. 


r Nr n 


Behold how vaia it is t'aſpire, 
To gain what Nature don't deſire. 
Or try by rules of Art refin'd, 
| To cultivate a barren Miad ! 

No cunning Artiſts skill can boaſt 
A Hermes out of ſuch a Poſt.* 
No, we experience to our colt 
Where Nature is not, Art is loſt , 


* Ex quovis Ligne non fit Mercurius. 
D 2 But 


20 The FARMX NY DaAUchTEZN : Or, 


But as a Beaſt in Quagmire bound, 
Sinks but the deeper in the Ground 
The more he plunges, ſo our Blade, 
Tho? Son of Alma Mater made ; 
The more be ploded after Senſe, 

The deeper ſuak in Ignorance. 

Till fully known by Parts confeſt, 
He's ev'ry ſnearing Freſh-Man's Jeſt. 
Let's leave him there to College Ale, 
And bark return to cloſe my Tale 


His Siſter, bright Lucinda, ſhone, 
Full in the Bloom of 'Twenty one ; 
With Skin as white as Mountain Snow, 
And Eyes much blacker than a Sloe; 
Round cherry Checks, and coal black Hair 
An! Ruby Lips that wou'd enſnare, { 
Ev*a Jove himfelf, had he been there. 
Each wealthy Farmer*s Son with pride, 
Courted Lucinds for his Bride, Ts 
The Pair to each her Love denied, 


Thus 


Thus the coy Nymph, triumphant reigns, 
The Venus of th enamour'd Swainsz; 


When lo! his Grace with luſtful Eyes, 
The Maid to milking going ſpies ; 
From Study Window, as the Fair, 
Was ſtradling with a careleſs Air; 
O're a high Stile, th' enamour*d Poſt, 
Embrac'd her Petticoats ſo cloſe ; = 
That fairly was expos'd to view, 

Her taper Legs, and Stockings blue; 
Nay, ſome have gone ſo far to fay, 
Love's ſacred Temple ſaw the Day, 
The little God enrag'd aroſe, . 

And vow'd Revenge againſt his Foes. 
What Impious Mortal dares preſume, 
To look into my hallow'd Dome? 

Or with his ſacreligious Kye, 

Into my Holy Grotto ſpie ? 

PII make him know my ſolema Rights, 
Tao ſacred are "oy Mortal Wights ; 1 


This 


The Art of getting Preferment. 122 


22 The FaRMEN T Daycuru ; Or, 


This ſaid, he ſtrajightway wings a Dart, 


Which hiſs'd in th*frozen Prelate” s Heart; ; 


The fatal Arrow on wioſe Head, 


No Gold was ſeen, but pond'rous Lead *. 


He burns, he raves, his Eye, balls rowl, 
Sweet Sleep is baniſh'd from his Soul; 
What's to be done? he ſeeks to cheat, 
His Smart from Texts of Holy Writ ; 
Nor Sacred Books, nor Book; Prophane, 
Do ought avail to eaſe his Pain. 

Not Heres in the Poiſon'd Gore, 

E're rag'd ſo much, or ſuffer'd more. 


80 1/raePs King with Love perplex'd, 


The beauteous Hiltite's Wife diſtreſs'd; 
But by his Art he O on oc'rca me, 


His vanquiſh'd Love, and claſp'd the Dame- 


A lucky Hint this to our Prieſt, 


And much it eas'd his Love lick Breaſt 


* Eque Sigiti ffera promiſſt duo tela phoretra 
Diverſorum Operum, fugat hoc, facit illud Amorem 
Quod facit auratum vſt, & Cuſpide ſulget acuta: 


1 fugat ; obtuſum - & habet ſub arundine plumbum. 


L T 


Ovid Met. 


He 


The Art of getting Prefermens. 23 
He rings the Silver Bell- in Haſte, 
His ready Chaplain flys—did your Grace, 
Not call ? — my Lord, it that you have 
Any commands — enjoyn your Slave. 
His G ce with ſobbing Heart replies, 
The Tears juſt trickling from his Eyes; 
Set down, my Son, to you 1 can, 
Impart what grieves my inward Man; 
For much I amdiſturb'd I fear, 
Beyond what Mortal Weight can bear ; 
This ſaid he figh'd, and ſmote his Breaſt, 
And hung his Head, with Grief oppreſt. 
Forbear My L—d! Oh Heav?ns forbear, 
To plunge yourſelf in wild Deſpair ; 
Your mournful Chaplain begs to know, 
The Cauſe of this ungorern'd Woe; 
That I may fly to bring Relief, | 
To eaſe your Pangs, or ſhare your Grief, 
Thus urg'd be ferch'd a Solemn Groan, 
Andcry?*d forbear, forbear my Son; 
Nor ſeek to know the Mournful Cauſe, | 
Of theſe my moſt diſtracting Woes. 

But 
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But if you will — our Neighbour Hob 
Has a fair Daughter — here a Sob. 

High ſwelling choak'd his labring breaſt, 
I can no more — pray guels the reſt. 


This ſaid the Tears ran down a pace, 


Which wip'd from off his reverend Face, 
He thus proceeds. 
My ſad Misfortune proves, alas! 

That Man is frail and Fleſh is Graſs. 
But e'en the Man after God's own Heart, 
Bow'd to the Sting of Cupid's Dart, 

He who the great Go/:ah fought, 

And by the Bleſſed Spirit thought, 
Judg'd it no Crime to be miſled, 

And take another's Wife t' his Bed: 

And leaſt her good Man ſhou'd intrude, 
(For Cuckolds oftentimes are rude) | 
Obſequious Joab to prevent toul play, 
Took care to move him out o' th Way: 
For which he's noted on Record, 

A Servant faithful to his Lord. 


Which 


nich 
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With that he took the ſacred Page, 
And read i it over — wond”rous Sage. 


Andi is this all his Chaplain crys, | 


That flls with Tears your Lordſh p's Eyes; 
Chear up, and baniſh anxious Care, 

I'll gain your wiſhes never fear; 

Nay, was ſhe as Lucretia co,! 

I'd bring you to your wiſh'd for Joy; IE 
No more let grief torment your Breaſt, . 
Your Grace ſhall taſte the wiſh'd- for Feaſt, 
Befides your Lordſhip? s often found, 

My Skill in Love Intrigues profound 
And much it does rejoyce my Heart, 

That to oblige you I am part; 

And if great * David, Iſraels King, 
Cou'd ſwallow ſuch a monſtrous Sin; 

As groſs Adultery joyn'd with Murther, a 
What Cauſe have we to make a Pother? 
To which your {imple Fornication, 

Bears no reſemblance, or Relation. 


Then 


26 The Faruen's Dauehr AA: Or, 


| What Holy Scripture prompts you to? 
| But give your Bleſſing to your Son, 
| 1 fly with Haſte — your Slave — Pm gone. 


| Then why ſhou'd you refuſe to do, 


Who can refrain from Sacred Rage, 
To ſee, to Jeſt the Holy Page 
And God's own Dictates true, and juſt, 
Turn Pander to a Prelate's Luſt. 


Truee with Reflections — caſt your Eye 
Upon our Farmer's Family. | 


The Prieſt arrives, with Courtly Air,“ 
Greets Hob and Nell, and Daughter fair; 
The Honeſt Ploughman wondring | ſtands, 
With aukward Bows, and Hat in's Hands; 
And much he is perplex'd to know, 

What hither brought this Reverend Beau; 
When thus their Gueſt — I own 'tis rude, 
That I unfent for thus intrude ; 


Good 


* 
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Good Manners blames, but Eriendſhip” 0 


Laws, 
Neer boggles at ſuch trifling Flaws; 


In this ſame Viſit 1 intend 


No other view, no other end. 


But to fer ve your Family — with that, 


Hob mage a Leg, — and dofft his Hat. 


His Grace you know, a Man as true, 
As ever ſtept, or trod in Shoe, 
Having often heard how you with care, 
Train up your Children in God's fear: 
And every Sabbath- day that you, 
Your Spouſe and fair Lucinda too, 
Are at the Church more conſtant ſeen, 
Than all your Neighbours on the Green, 
From hence his Lordihip is inclin'd, 
To ferve you with a willing Mind: 
And ſends by me, to let you know, 
That his Intention. it is ſo. | 
And as an Inſtance does propoſe, 
Your Daughter for to keep his Houſe. 
= E 2 Þluſh- 


28 The Faux DAUGHTER ? Or, 


Bluſh! ing Lucinda, harmleſs Maid, 
Look*d like Aurora through the Glade : 
Or opening Bud of ſweeteſt Roſe, 
en the Sun his Beams om ; 


Long may you live her Mother cries, 
May Joys incircling Joys ariſe; | 
To make you happy; bleſs'd the God, 
Who brought youto our poor Abode; 3 

And may his Lordſhip never know, 
2 Pang, or Gouty Toe. 

y Daughter ſhall attend his Grace, 
And W Thank for dhe good PC 


The Chaplin having play d his Part, 
Was taking Leave for to depart; 55 
When honeſt Hob laid hold on s Eiſt, 


And ſwore fore George, twas much amiſs ; 
No parting, ſays he, from this Place, 


Without a Bumper to his Grace. 


| With that the Nut-brown Can they crown, 


With Na Ale Fo a brown, 


4 2 
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And cleanly Nell, to ſhew. her Breeding, 


Drank to her Daughter's good Proceeding; 
To-Morrow Morning at the Hall, 


Exatt at Ten, Lucin ſhall call, 


Hob toaſts his Graee; the Prieſt (no doubt) 
Toaſts Hob, and Nell till all is out; 
The Liquor drank the Reverend ton, 
Made a low Bow, and bid Adieu. 
The honeſt Farmer it is ſaid, 
For Joy, that N ight, went drunk to Bed. 


But now Aurora rears her Horn, 
And ſpreads abroad the bluſhing Morn; 
The Fowls from Rooſt, the Piggs ſrom Stye, 
Declare the approaching Day is s nigh, 


Induſtrious Net! leaves downy Eaſe, 
To ſerve her Piggs, and feed her Geeſe; 
Then calls her Daughter, riſe my Dear 
And for the Happy Nay prepare, 
\ | From 
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28 The FagMtrs DAUGHTER 2 Ur, 


Bluſh! ing Lucinda, harmleſs Maid, 
Look d like Aurora through the Glade: 
Or opening Bud of ſweeteſt Roſe, 
n the Sun his Beams Ow ; 


Long may you live her Mother cries, 
May Joys incircling Joys ariſe; | 
To make you happy; bleſs*d the God, 
Who brought you to our poor Abode; 
And may his Lordſhip never know, 
Rheumatick Pang, or Gouty Toe. 

y Daughter ſhall attend his Grace, 
And 1 Thanks for fle good cr 


The Chaplain having play*d his Part, 

Was taking Leave for to depart; 5 

When honeſt Hob laid hold on's Fiſt, 

And ſwore *fore George, twas much amiſs ; 
No parting, fays he, from this Place, 
Without a Bumper to his Grace. 

With that the Nut-brown Can they crown, 
With Naber Alc o aver brown, Dre. 
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And cleanly Nell, to ſhew her Breeding, 


Drank to her Daughter's good Proceeding; 


To-Morrow Morning at the Hall, 
Exact at Ten, Luc in ſhall call. 


lob toaſts his Graee; the Prieſt (no doubt) 
Toaſts Hob, and Nell till all is out; 
The Liquor drank the Reverend Voun, 
Made a low Bow, and bid Adieu. 
The honeſt Farmer it 1s ſaid, 
For Joy, that Night, went drunk to Bed, 


But now Aurora rears her Horn, 
And ſpreads abroad the bluſhing Morn ; 
The Fowls from Rooſt, the Piggs from Stye, 
Declare the approaching Day is s nigh, 


Induſtrious Nett leaves downy Eaſe, 


To ſerve her Piggs, and feed her Geeſe: 


Then calls her Daughter, riſe my Dear 


And for the Happy Nay Pre 


From 


30 The FARMERS Davenrzx : : Or, 
From whoſe moſt glorious Influence, 
Your Bliſs and Grandeur will commence ; 
The Willing Maid the Tydings pleaſe, 
And riſes from her Bed of Eaſe ; 

No Lilly half ſo fair was ſeen, 

On Moſly Bank of Meadow Green. 


The buſy Mother trys with Care, © | 

T*adorn her lovely Daughter fair; 

And courts cach little Art of Dreſs, 
T*add to her Native Prettineſs ;} 

The round Ear'd Coif with Edging lac'd, 
Her Head, and ſhining black Hair grac 43 
Loye's Armor next her Bodice neat, 
Encas'd her ſlender Waiſt compleat; 
Over whoſe Brink appear'd to ſight, 
Round heaving Bubbies milky white 2 
Her fiken Gown of Azure Blue, ; 
Next o'er her lovely Shoulders flew ; 
Which clung about her taper Waiſt, 
Wah $ Silver Girdle, cloſely brac'd : 
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Her Silken Stockings arn't forgot, 
With Garters ty'd in True Love's Knot. 


And thus adorn'd 3 gay, 
Like Flora, Goddeſs, Quden of May; 
Not chaſte Diana from the Chaſe, 
Nor Venus with her Ceſius grac'd: 
Did half ſo charming ſeem or bright, 
As fair Lucinda, neat and tight; 


Fach Charm adjuſted to its Place, 
The Nymph prepares to ſee his Grace. 


Her Lilly Righe Hand cloſe embrac'd, 
A Basket with John Apples grac d; 
Her Leſt bound up in Napkin tight, 
Contain'd a ſucking Pigg, Milk white ; 
Theſe Preſents with an honeſt Heart; 1 85 
The Farmer and his Wife impart; 1 5 
T'his Lordſhip, then her Mother cries © 
My advice is early, Child ariſe. 


And 


32 Th Faris Daverten: : Or, 


And lay your Pray? rs, this done obey 
His Grace in all you do or fay. 

| For he good Man 'm ſure of this) 
| Will Guide you in the Paths of Bliſs. 
1 But as it 1s full Time don't ſtay 

And idely trifle Time away. 


Lucinda then they both ſalute, 
Bid her take care of Pigg and Fruit: 


On Sunday next your Dad, and 
Will come and ſee you pray don't cry. : 
Round Mamma's Neck the Damſel tlew, 


With Eyes involy'd in pearly Dew; | 
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And ſobbing ſcarce can ſay—— Adieu. 
As righteous Abram did not ſpar "IP 

To offer up his only Heir, | 

In. due Obedience to his God, „ | 


So here our harmleſs Pair thought good; 


By Holy Leacher's 8 Craft beguil d, 
To cacriftce their Darling Child.” 


Behold | 


1d | 
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Behold the Innocent does wait, 
For Entrance at the Palace Gate ; 
His Lordſhip from the Window ſpies, 
And views all o'er with eager Eyes: 
Her Angel Form, with Pleaſure then 
mil'd like grim Plato in his Den; 
Admittance gain d ſhe's ſure to be, 
Well us'd as Nun i in Monaſtry: 
Here Innocence and Beauty muſt, 
Fall Sacrifice to Age and Luſt; 
What follow'd next my modcſt Muſe, 
The Tale moſt luſtfull does refuſe. 


The Reverend Leacher 1 now content, 
Charms her with ev ry Blandiſhment; 
Gold- Watch, Brocades, and Diamond- Rings 
Rich Lace, fine Hollands — all gay Things; 
With Coach and Six, Chariot and Pair, 
And eaſy Pad to take the Air: 
Rewarded thus, Lucinda tliought, 
Her Maiden Roſe not meaaly bought ; 


5 kid 


18 
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And thus contented don't bemoan, 
Her Innocence, and Virtue flown. 


Thus two Years paſt in Wickedneſs, 
And pompous Garments Daily dreſs'd ; 
It happen'd that her Parith-Prieſt, 

To Heav'n reſign'd his Soul to reſt ; 
(For we experience ev'ry Day, 
That Prieſts, like other Men are Clayy 


When lo a Letter docs appear, 
From Brother Namps to Sifter dear; 
Informing that the Preſentation, 

Of vacant Church, is the Donation 
Of his Grace, and humbly begs that he, 
Tne Viear of the ſame might be; 

Of which he ſays he makes no doubt, 
If Siſter wou'd but bring't about. 


The Kind Lucinda ſtreight obeys: 
The Letter, and his Lordſhip prays 


The Art of getting Preferment. 3 5 


On bended Knees, and pleading Eyes, 
To grant the Boon, or fhe'd not riſe; 
What cer it be the Prelate cries, 

Riſe, fair Lucinda, Charmer riſe. 
What e'er you ask, with Pleaſure I 
Will freely give, who can't deny. 


This ſaid, ſhe ſtroak'd his grizly Face, 
Long Lite ſhe eries attend your Grace; 
The vacant Vicarage I claim, 

That Brother Numps enjoy the fame 
Thus yeilded was to Beauty's Pow'r, 
What long was promis'd to another. 


An Anſwer ſtreight to Numps was ſent, 
Which fill'd the Booby with Content; 
And down he comes without Degree, 
Shame of the Univerfity ; | 
And without Trouble interrupted, 

To Eightſeore Pounds a Year inducted. 


F 2 Here 


36 The Farmer's DauchTER : Or, 


Here view the Duncg each Sabbath-Day, 
Divinely preach, devoutly pray ; 
His yawning Flock with Grief oppr eſs'd, 
By holy Drone, lull'd faſt to Reſt; 
With facred Rage, whilſt honeſt Numps, 
The Duſt from clumſy Cuſhion thumps; 
| For which the Farmers freely pay, 
| Tithe Pigg and Capons ev'ry Day: 
| Whilſt honeſt Hob and Nell adore, 
| 1 New Prieſted Son, and DA M_ re, 
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| FEMALE SKIRMISH: 
E: ; OR, THE 


Af 1IRIPPLE PLEA 


=p * HRE E Buxom Dames, of portly 


Size, 

With luſty Limbs, and browny 
Thighs; 

At Mother B—d—1's | met of late : 


To argue on this grand Debate, 
14 . | 


A noted Bagnio ia Spring-Gar dens. 
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38 De FuMals SKIRMISH: Or, 


To know on whom the Sea-born Goddeſs, * 


The greateſt Charm beſto wid for Css. 


Nigrela firſt, ſupreme in Age, 


A Dame of Aspect, mild and fage ; 


Full thirty Years renown'd for Love, 

A Prieſteſs of the Paphian Grove; 
Earag'd, in Haſte, with lift up Cloaths, 
Love's ſacred Temple did diſcloſe ; | 
Yield, Siſters, to me yield, ſhe cries, 
My Milk-white Belly, Snow-white Thigh; 
Demand the Prize, this Mount of Lore 1 
Well buſh'd, like Cytherea's Grove; 
Beſides this Mole with comely Grace, 
Adds a freſh Luſtre to the Place: \ 
Such circling Hairs as black as Jer, 

No Athiop's Dame cou'd &er ſhow yet; 


ue Palm is mine, alone by Right, 


Ot fable Charms divinely bright, 


Venus. 
5 


Alban 


The TxIpPLE PLEA. 29 


Albana next, a ſprightly Dame, 

Fluſh'd with the Vigour, Lite and Flame 
Of Twenty-two, whoſe Eyes ſo bright; 4 
Soft Lips, round Bubbies, Milky-white, 
To Sin might tempt an Anchorite; 

Not Cleopatra, E £3pt's Queen, 

With Charms ſuperior eber was ſeen. 

Nor Helen faireſt of fair Faces, 

More Beauties number'd, or more Graces : 
bs | Compleatly arm'd thus Cap à pie, 


a 


„With Cxpid's whole Artillery; k 
BI Th Ambitious Fair, with ſcornful Lear, l 

Thus ſpoke, Nigrela, I declare, = [ 
1 The Strife would ſeem moſt wondrous odd, 


Betwixt a D——1 and a God: 
Nor is it leſs abſurd to Sight, 8 5 


That Sooty Black and radiant White; 
Shou'd be in Competition right, 
F But as Pye heard the Dusky Crow, 
WAY T6 Beauty wont her Claim foregoe ; 


That 
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That mong the Feather'd Progeny, 
Tae faireſt Bird, by far is ſhe ; 

Thus with the fame Ambition you, 
Do boaſt your Char ms of fable Hue. 


Then ceaſe Contention and the Jangle, 
For ſmall it boots you thus to wrangle ; 


As ſoon will Day be turꝶd to Night, 
As Black be valu'd more than White, 


But as no Arguments can be. 


proof againſt Woman's Vanity 


Let Demonſtration then prevail, 
To prove my Right (and cloſe my Tale) 


With that her Silken Petticoat, 
And Haop, and Hol land Smock pull'd up, 
To open view ſhe did diſcloſe, 

A THING more fragrant than a Roſe 

More pleaſant thaa Apollo's Lute, 

To taſte than the Heſperids Fruit: | 
| And 


The Trieetn Pura. - 41 


And all around the ſacted Place, 

With Silver curling Hairs was grac'd : 
Hairs did I ſay ! (forgive me Fove) 
Twas rather Down from Yenxs? Dove: 
She clapp'd her Lilly Hand upon't, 

And gent ly touch'd its Roſy Font; 

That Font from whoſe prolifick Sluice, 
Stream Floods of Soul-reviving Juice. 


Yield, Siſters, yield ſays ſhe, agree; 
The Prize is only due ta me; 
This Colour pleaſes mighty Fove, 
WW hen he deſcends to Feats of Love ; 
Pleas'd the white Bull Europa bores 
Enamour' d from the diftant Shore ; 
And in a Silver Swan was dreſt, 
When he his deareſt Lydia preſt; 
Beſides, Love's Goddeſs beſt approves, 
The Silver Plumes that deck her Doves ; 
The Prize tome then freely own, 


Tis no Diſgrace to be outdone. 
8 6G Flævilla 


E 5 
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Flavilla all this Time had been 
Silent as W—re at Chriſtening ; | 
With Head toſs'd up in ſcornful Spight, 
Said truly Ladies, you're in th'right ;* 
You've pleaded excellent I hold, 

One TALE is good till t'other's told: 
Nor do I doubt to bring to light. 

That you are all miſtaken quite; 

And prove that Golden Locks don't lack, 
Of Charms ſurpaſſing White or Black: 
And ſince Albana ſays that ove 

In candid Garments: only lov'd, 

This Fallacy convinced is, 1 
By many other Inſtances; 

For 'tis well known the Thunderer, 
Deſcended in a Golden Show'r; 

And only thus was ſure to be, 

Acceptable to Danae : 
That Gods this favourite Colour wear, 
Witneſs Apollo's Golden Hair ; 

What need I to the Heavens fly, 

To prove what few will dare deny? 


All 


The TRIpPLER Pina. 


All Hiſtories of our Iſle confeſs, 
The Golden Locks of good Queen Be; 
The Belles at Court did then appear, 
In waving Curls of Yellow Hair,, 
Beſides in me with Glory*s ſeen, 
The Roſy Bloom of ripe Fifteen 
Then ceaſe your Conteſt, *tis in vain, 
To ſtrive for what you can't obtain. 


43 


4 
* 
* 

} 

ö 

| 


As ſoon the Miſer will give o'er, 
. His darling Gold, for Silver Oar : 
As ſoon the Jeweller delight, 
In Coal, before the Diamond bright; 
Sooner a Star the Sun outſhine, 
Than I this Conteſt will reſign, N 
This ſaid, with Arms a Kimbo ſer, | q 
With Fingers ſnapt, and ſcornful ſpet; f 
And blear'd out Tongue; Hence, Bunters, ö 
hence, | 
dhe cry'd, and boaſt your vain Pretence. 
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Behold the ſad Effects of Pride, 
What Woman ever cou'd abide 

To have her Charms expos'd to Scorn, 
And not the mighty Wrong return? 


Relate my Muſe the dire Effect, 
Of this too impious Diſreſpec, 


Alecto toſs'd on high her Flame, 
And Frenzy fir'd each furious Dame; 
Huſſey, ſays they, you ſaucy Minxs, 
we'll make you rue your Impudence . 
Cruel Albans ſeiz'd the Fair, 


With Hands involy'd in Golden Hair; 
And from her Head her Bruſſels tore 
With Skin and all, the Purple Gore, 1 


Stream'd down her back,and tings the floor. 
Nigrela too with eager Haſte, 
Had torn her Gown below her Waiſt | 


Pil- 
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Pilgrim, Manteel, Apron and all, 

The Victims of her Rage did fall; 

What can the poor Flavilla do, 

Or Hercules himſelf *gainſt two? * 
Help—help—the wounded Nymph does cry 
Help Murder Murder ſhall die: 
The Sound ill-boding, eccho'd ſoon, 

And ſtrait was heard from Room to Room, 
Theſe dreadful Shrieks reach'd Mother Begel, 
Whoſe Looks wou'd fright the D—l in Hell; 
Swift to her Aid ſhe waddels on, 

Jo ſee what Murder has been done; 

Like Duck in Gutter ſeeking Food, 

Or Dab-Chick wriggling through a Wood; 
At laſt ſhe arrives, what's this I ſee ! ; 
Oh fatal Sight! Oh Woe is me! { 
Forbear my Children, oh forbear, 
Like Wolves each ther thus to tear 
Di do not pray be quiet ceaſe, 
Fo vex your pious Mother's Breaſt ; 


* Ne Hercules contra duos. 
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But all in vain the Matron tries, 
T'appeaſe the Quarrel with her Cries ; 
Nor Cries nor Tears do ought avail, 
But ſtill they're at it Tooth and Nail: 
At laſt with Prayers and Cries quite tir'd, 
The Bawd's with Indignation fir'd, 
Hey-toſs ſays ſhe, you W—res d*ye know 
To whom you Love and Honour owe ? 
Have you forgot, you dirty. Drabs, 

Who cleansꝰd you from your Filth and Rags, 
And made you Ladies ? Blood and Fire, 
I'll make you do what I require ; 

Or elſe The Combatants ſtraightway, 
Obey'd the Bawd, and end the Fray; 
Come with me Children dear, ſays ſhe, 
And you ſhall preſently agree; 

I'll treat you with a flowing Bowl, 

Of gen?rous Punch, "twill warm the Soul; 
Diſpell all Vapours, direfull Ire, 

And fill each Girl with am'rous Fire; 

Thus each obey'd the Pious Dame, 


And Friendly toaſted that ſelf- ſame. 


MORAL 


L. 


MORA L. 


I own I will not interpoſe, 

Fhis grand Arcanum to diſcloſe ; 
And fairly leave this great Diſpute, 
For learned Leachers to confute 5 


To me alone it does ſuffice, 


That equally all three I prize. 
Conteſts as ſmall as theſe have been, 


The Cauſe of Nations ſufterifg 5 


And many thouſand Britons bled, 
To dye the fatal White Roſe Reds 
And Whig and Tory in our Days, 


Have almoſt lit as great a Blaze: 


Nay Stars and Garters can't agree, 
About their Superiority : 

Tho? all the Difference that's ſeen, 
In Colour is, Blue, Red, or Green. 


. 
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* the black, the white or yellow, 
Ils Cupid's moſt adopted Colour; 


* 


Royal in Drury Lane; written in Imitation of the Style and 


BOOKS juſt Publiſh#d. 


Collection of Welſh Travels and Memoirs of Wales, con- 
taining I. The Briton deſcrib d, or a Journey thro? Wale: 
Being a pleaſant Relation of D—n S—t's Journey to that ancient 
Kingdom, and remarkable Paſſages that otcur'd on the Way. 
Alſo many choice Obſervations and notable Commemorations, 
concerning the State and Condition, the Nature, Humours, 
Cuſtoms and mighty Actions of that Country and People. II. A 
Trip to North Wales, by a Barrifter of the Inner Temple. 
III. A Funeral Sermon preach'd by the Parſon of Langwillin. 
IV. Muſcipila ; or the Welſh Mouſe Trap, a Poem. The whole 
olleted by J. T. a mighty Lover of Welſh Travels- 


Leve atones for Little Crimes: an Ethic Epiſtle, by way of 
Apology for a Darling paſſion. Cum Notis Variorum. 
Naturam expellas furcd, tamen uſque recurret. Hör. 


The Intriguing Milliners and Attorneys Clerks, a Mock Trage« 
dy in two Acts. As it was intended to be acted at the Theatie 


Manner of with the Lace-Women, a Satire; and Poems 
on ſeveral Occaſions. 5 
\ Nos Bec novimus ehe nihil. 
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